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The Planter’s Sen. 


If we do not control our language, 
we cannot control our temper. 


“Where is that rascal 
with my horse ?” said Wil- 
diam Ashley, to his brother 
Henry, as they were prepar- 
ing toride. ‘ He der comin, 
Mass Billy,” answered a 
small negro boy leading a- 
long the animal, and grin- 
ning as if a compliment had 
been paidhim. “So, there 
now,” said William? “clear 
yourself, and if you are not 
standing here ready when I 
return, Pl have your ears 
cut as clean as a Cootah’s* 
back, you dog.” The lads 
mounted on their saddles, 
and Jim, with a most unaw- 
ed shout, sprang off on two 


‘* Negro word for turtle. 





hands, and one foot, the oth- 
er kicked up behind in the 
air, and, cating a somerset 
in the avenue, disappeared. 

Mr. Ashley was reading 
at a window, concealed by a 
Cherokee rose vine from 
Willian’s view, when this 
dialogue took place. ‘“ Wil- 
liam! William!” exclaim- 
ed he, * where did you !eaim 
that language ? It is not 
gentlemanly.” William did 
not reply, but blushing deep- 
ly, played a tattoo with his 
heel on the _horse’s ribs. 
“ Go, my boy,” said his Fa- 
ther, “ take your ride ; 
remember, that some regard 
is due to all God’s crea- 
tures.” 

William and Henry rode 
off slowly. 
mind my talking to him,” 
said the former; ** he knows 
that I am joking.” But Wil- 
liam felt in his heart, that if 
we do not control our language, 
we cannot control our temper. 
William Ashley was a we}! 
educated boy, and possessed 


' a fine disposition, siightly in- 





but | 


“Jim does not | 








jured by the early exercise of 
power. His mapners with 
his equais were graceful and 
refined, and many & mother, 
who had been led from her 
carriage to Mrs, Ashley's 
drawing room by the manly 
youth, had wished her son 
could resemble him. His 
parents had trained him to 
piety, and set themselves 
that fair example, which 
weighs morethan words with 
youthful minds. Mr. Ash- 
ley’s deportment was an ad- 
mirable model. He presided 
over the interests of a large 
plantation like a good spirit, 
maintaining that seriously 
dignified demeanour, whieh 
belongs to one who is deep- 
ly engaged in the happiness 
of others. This gravity was 
only broken by a smile to 
the very young, ora jest to 
the very old. 

William, full of active 
happiness, was warmly be- 
loved by the slaves. In 
the school-holidays, his jack- 
et pockets were stuffed wiih 
twine, fish hooks, gingety 








18 


THE ROSE BUD, 





bread and town notions for 
the children, and he was 
sure to be at his mother’s el- 
bow in the store-room to dis- 
pense tobacco, fish, &c. to 
the old people. They, in 
turn, gave him fresh eggs, 
sweet potatoes, and chinqua- 
pens, & his mother was often 
obliged to forbid the accu- 
mulation of: young rabbits, 
birds, or chickens, which, 
being presents from the 
slaves, had all the privileges 
of pets in their country es- 
tablishment. 

William soon forgot his lit- 
tle offence, in the charms of 
his ride. . Not lonely to the 
lads was the deepandsolemn 
sound of the waving forest. 
They had known the trees 
from infancy. They were 
their birth right. They 
thought they almost knew 
the birds, as from season to 
season, in each school re- 
cess, they poured out for 
them their lovely songs. 

It was the afternoon of a 
baimy spring. The slaves 
who finish early their daily 
tasks, were sauntering home- 
ward. They bowed to Wil- 
liam and his brother, and 
gave the passing benediction, 
which negroes often bestow 
on the young. Arriving at 
home, they found Jim seat- 
ed in the piazza, braiding a 
straw basket, to sell to his 
mistress, and singing, “ You 
say bro’ rabbit ben der,” for 
a group of litile urchins, 
who were gambolling haif- 
dressed.on the lawn below. 
Come here, Jim,” said Wil- 
liam, “take my horse, and 
tell Sam to walk him—he is 





heated.” Jim either did not, 
or affected not to hear his 
young master. “Jim, I say,” 
roared.out William, “ carry 
the horse to the stable.” Jim 
kept his post, grumbling to 
his basket, “ He no finish 
him dis week, if he no been 
doum now.” William’s lit- 
tle stock of patience was ex- 
hausted. His face became 
red with passion. He ad- 
vanced towards Jim with the 


end of the whip handle rais- 


ed, shaking it furiously. 
Henry sprang forward to re- 
mind bis brother of his Fa- 
ther’s warning, but before 
the sweet voice of reason 
could be heard, the whip re- 
bounded, and struck with 
such force on Henry’s tem- 
ple, that he fell, and a sud- 
den stream of blood gushed 
on the piazza floor. 

The tide of reflection rushed 
back to William’s heart, as 
he saw what he had done. 
He screamed, and threw 
himself beside the fainting 
Henry. He gazed on the 
mortal paleness that was 
spread over his fine fea- 
tures. He longed to un- 
close those mild blue eyes, 
that always beamed with af- 
fection for him. He raised 
the hand that was wont to 
join him in his youthful 
sports, and it fell heavily at 
his side. “Look up, look 
up, my brother,” he cried in 
degp anguish, “my heart 
will break to see you thus, 
I did not mean to hurt you, 
or any one. I would not 
for the world injure any bo- 
dy. I wanted to frighten 
Jim. Have mercy on me, 





Heaven ! What can I do 
for my brother?’ At this 
moment, Mr. and Mrs. Ash- 
ley appeared. They raised 


Henry from the floor, and ~ 


bore him to asofa. He was 
still senseless. William 
knelt down beside him, or 
walked the room in despair. 
“Mother, I did it, I did it,” 
he exclaimed. “Oh! that 
I could lie down in the 
grave, and die for Henry.” 
Mr. Ashiey, with that cool- 
ness, which is often seen on 
plantations, bled his son, 
while his mother administer- 
ed other restoratives. It 
was long before he recover 
ed. At tength he languid- 
ly opened his eyes, and held 
out his hand to his brother, 
who stood sobbing like an 
infant by his side. 

“He lives, he lives!” 
exclaimed William, ‘ may 
God preserve me from such 
rashness again.” He threw 
his arms around Henry, and 
never after this sad lesson de- 
served a reproof for passion> 
ate language. 

_ Jim was sadly perplexed. 
He stood balancing himself, 
first on one foot, then on the 
other, with his eyes as large 
as saucers, twirling his bas- 
ket; at length, fidgetting 
backwards, until he was 
hidden by Mr. Ashley’s 
shoulder, he said in a low 
tone, -‘ Nudder time, me 
gaun fetch mass Billy horse.” 





ConuNnpRUuM.—Why must 
a certain place, celebrated in 


the history of the Revolu- 


tion, never belong to the 
TemperanceSociety? ~ 
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For my Youngest 
Readers. 


Wil-liam feels some- 
thing that goes pit-pat, 
pit-pat. What is it? 
It is his heart. When 
he is fright-en-ed, it 
moves ve-ry fast. When 
Wil-liam is naugh-ty it 
moves fast too, and 
seems to say ‘“‘wick-ed 
child.” One day Wil- 
liam took an _ ap-ple 
when his ma-ma bade 
him not to do it, and his 
heart beat so quick-ly, 
that he ran to his mam- 
ma, and said, ** Ma-ma, 
take back the ap-ple, it 
makes William bad. 
William’s ma-ma put the 
ap-ple on the man-tle- 
piece, and let it stay 
there three days, and 
said, ‘‘my little boy must 
learn to look at the ap- 
ple, and not touchgit.” 
So Wil-liam would”see 
the ap-ple every day, 
and he said to his ma- 
ma, ** my heart does not 
beat now too fast—feel, 
ma-ma!” ‘Then Wil- 
liam’s ma-ma put her 
kand on William’s heart, 




















and it was as qui-et as a 
little dove’s. 





Communication. 











We like the following 
composition from another 
Young Subscriber at School, 
as it ridicules the habit of 
fretting at trifles. 





Dear Cuar_LotTtTre,—You 
complain of my describing 
myself as happier, than it is 
the common lot of mortals to 
be, but I can asure you, I 
am not without my share of 
ithe trials and _ troubles, 
“which flesh is heir to.” For 
instance,when I think that 
I shall have a pleasant walk 
with a chosen friend, there 
is always something to ren- 
der it disagreeable ; the day 
is either too warmor too cold; 
the wind blows too much or 
there is not air enough ; I am 
disgusted with the fashions, 
or some heedless negro runs 
against my white dress. 
By the time I reach home, 
my sweet temper is quite 
ruffied. In winter, I amsure 
not to find wood in the fire, 
or some other act of negli- 
gence annoys me. In sum- 
mer, when I think to repose 
at night, and forget my mis- 
eries in the oblivion of sleep, 
some noisy musquitto comes 
buzzing about my nose. I 
make all the resistance I can 
against so powerful an ene- 
my, when lo! justasI am 
resting my weary limbs, af- 
ter a desperate battle, 1 am 
aroused by the distant trum- 


| petefmy foe. Inshort, pats- 





ery haunts me everywhere, 
and I have only to hope that 
your life may not be embit- 
tered with troubles so enor- 
mous as mine. 
Your affectionate friend, 
Mary. 
ee = 
GLOSSARY 


FOR MY YOUNG READERS. 





Griossary.—A Dictionary. 

GazeTtTe.—From the Itali- 
an Gazetia, a half-penny. 
Formerly the price of a 
Venitian newspaper. 


Hexanpria.—The name of 


a class of flowers. 


Fiora.—The goddess of 


flowers. 

HortTicu.turRat.+-Relating 
to the cultivation of gar- 
dens. « 

Curysatis.—The _ barvel- 
shared covering of a worm 
befere it changes into a 
butterfly. 

DeEMosTHENES.—An orator, 
or fine speaker of Athens. 

Bowpitcu.—A great math- 
ematician in Massachu- 
setts. 

Surimps.—These nice little 
things our Norther sub- 
scribers are not acquainted 
with. They are sheli fish 
of about a finger’s length, 
and look and taste like 
lobsters, except that they 
are more delicate. 

ScaTHLess.—Harmless. 





Conunprum of 
last, and the Answer.—Why 
is an acute philosopher like 
a Miss with a pretty name 4 
Because he is an analy- 
zer. {Ann Eliza) 
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OBLIGITAL POBRRY. 
TE ee 
THE LITTLE BOY IN TROUBLE 
ABOUT HIS OLD HAT. 
Now look at this hat! Is it fit to be seen, 
All batter’d, and tatter’d, and torn ? 
T can’t go to King-street to get an ice cream— 
I declare it is not to be borne. 








Nay, mother, you need notbe shaking your head, 
And looking, as much as to say, 

That you think I am careless, and all about that, 
In your solemn, but good natur’d way. 


ft am sure that American hats are not strong, 
Or they never would wear out so fast,— 

And here I must worry’till Christmas, you say— 
I do’nt think this old thing will last. 


To be sure I have kick’d it about for a ball, e 
And stuff’d it with girl zer-cake too; 

And onee let it drop into Bennett’s mill pond, 
When paddling in William’s canoe. 


And once, I remember, I felt very dry, 
And just fill’d it up at the pomp; 

And once I was hunting with Dinah for eggs, 
And gave it a terrible thump. 


T confess the two kittens did make it their bed, 
But then they were white as the snow, . 
And Puss laid them carefully into the hat, 
So I could not refuse her you know. 


This dent on the top was an accident, ma’, 
And that cut on the edge was another, 

And this stain was the physic you gave me one day, 
And that hole, I got playing with brother. 


Master Robert call’d yesterday, dress’d quite in style, 
And ask’d me to go out to ride, 

But I had to say, no, for a terrible sight 
My old hat would have been by his side. 


And Miss Emma came also, that sweet little gitl, 

_ And I wanted to see her home so, 

With her little straw bonnet all trimm’d up with blue, 
But how shabby I look’d for a beau! 


Oh, dear! T must wait as [ have done before, 
Since dollars appear very few, 
But! tell you when oncel get rid of this hat, 
I mean lo take care of the new. 
€; G, 





Taken Away. 

From a Subscriber to the Rost 
Bup, on Thursday, the 20th inst. a 
Kirten, named Bella. Had on 
when she disappeared a neat, white 
fur coat, spotted with black. Her 
face is very expressive, with blue 
eyes and a black nose. A suitable 
reward will be given. 
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CHARLESTON: 
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Don euro. 

It is said, by an arrival from Liss 
hon, at Engiand, that a regiment of 
Don Miguel’s had revolted or chan- 
ged, in favour of Don Pedro, and 
that Don Miguel having subdued 
them, had caused several hundred 
to be executed, 


Vorth West indians. 

Our young readers have probably 
heard of the great Chief, Black 
Hawk, with whom Gen. Scott of 
the United States has been engaged, 

Biack Hawk has been taken pris- 
oner. Itis asad thing to think of 
these bloody scenes, but it is neces- 
siry to know the transactions of our 
fellow men. We will give more 
information hereafter. 


ie Pe oe. ate 
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OUISA AND HER COUSINS. A ses 
quel to Lessons without books. 
Aiso, “Cousin Elizabeth, by the Author of- 


A Visit to side,” by an English Lady, 
Published i ica under the direction of @ 


literary gen at Cambridge. 
For sale by 
Sept. 28. S. BABCOCK & Co. 
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= TTER Press and Copper-plate Printing, 
mA Blank Books Manufactared, and Fan- 
cy Linding, executed with neatnéss and des- 


patch, by 
WM. ESTILL, 30, Broad-st. 
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